﻿Vasily Shukshin
Moron
Anatoly Yakovlev was nicknamed in the village by some offensive, stupid nickname - “Moron”. Moron—that’s what his son, Vaska, a second-year student and an inveterate scoundrel, was nicknamed at school. And then this word stuck to my father. And nothing can be done about it - Moron and Moron. Even my wife, in the heat of the moment, when she was swearing, also called him “Moron.” Anatoly was freaking out, once he “boiled” his wife, he himself got scared and for a long time affectionately explained to her that “Moron” is what you can only call an overgrown fool who doesn’t want to study, with whom teachers are tormented. “What a moron I am, I’m already forty years old soon! Well?.. You are my sweetheart, my blue-eyed one... You need a lead lotion - the eye. Buy?"
The man and this Moron got so worked up that he went to the city, to the regional center, and bought a hat at the department store. In fact, he had been eyeing the hat for a long time. Whenever he happened to be in the city, he always went to the department where hats were sold and hung around there for a long time. I wanted to buy a hat! But... It’s not that there was no money, but that he didn’t dare. The villagers will laugh: they have never been anywhere, the hat is a novelty to them. Anatoly worked in the North as a recruiter for five years and served two years for violating the passport regime - he has seen life; knew that a hat adorns a smart person. Besides, the hat suited his broad face. He looked like a cultured Chinese in it. In the North he wore a hat in the summer, he really liked it, he even wanted to speak with an accent.
On this visit to the city, having become angry and, together, having found peace, with which worthy, educated people protect themselves from ridicule, Anatoly bought a hat. A nice one, with a ribbon, with a longitudinal hole along the top, with dents - where you can grab it with your fingers. He tried on a lot of them at the counter. He carefully took the hat with three fingers, with a slight movement he placed it, little fluff, on his head and looked in the round mirror. The saleswoman, young, pale-faced, could not stand it and remarked sternly:
— Are you choosing a bride? Here he chooses, here he chooses, it’s sickening to watch.
Anatoly calmly asked:
— Did you sleep well last night?
The saleswoman didn't understand. Anatoly looked at a couple more “civilization hats” (as he called the hats to himself), stroked their satin linings, turned the hats this way and that, and only after that, putting one aside, he said:
“Dear, you don’t have to choose your bride: you’ll make a mistake anyway.” And the hat is an extension of the person. Detail. That's why I choose. Clear? Wrap it up,” Anatoly rejoiced at how calmly, how cleverly and subtly, without anger, he shaved off the irritable saleswoman. And he also noticed: having bought a hat, carrying it, light, in a box, he suddenly gained confidence, did not push, did not fuss, waited with dignity until the stupid mass squeezed through the door, and then only went out into the street. “Egg-eaters,” he thought about the human flow as a whole. - Where are you in a hurry? Bark? Go crazy? Scandal and drink vodka? So you will have time! There’s no need to rush.”
On the way, he bought a bookcase at a furniture store. I walked slowly from the highway to the house; on the hand, on the fly, a bookcase, on the head a hat. Sober. He noticed that those he met and those who crossed him were looking at him with surprise, and he rejoiced in his soul.
“What, too tough? Get used to it, get used to it. Otherwise, you’re a master at using your tongue in vain, and if there’s some kind of sensation, your eyes immediately widen. There - calling names! And they themselves were numb from the felt. What if I wore a sombrero? Yes, I would fasten it to my jaw with a strap - what then?”
The hat made a strong impression on Anatoly’s wife: she began to croak (laugh) and show signs of dull psychosis.
- Oh, I'm going to die! - she said with difficulty.
“We’ll bury it,” Anatoly said restrainedly, arranging a bookcase at the head of the bed. With his whole appearance he showed unyielding intelligence.
-Are you crazy? - asked the wife.
- What's the matter?
- Why did you buy it?
- Wear.
- You have a cap!
“I’m giving you a cap, signorina, so you can go to the barn.”
- What an idiot. She doesn't suit you. It turned out, you know what: they put a chamber pot on the pumpkin.
Anatoly narrowed his eyes at his wife... But intelligence took over. He said nothing.
-Who are you that you put on a hat? - the wife did not let up. - Aren `t you ashamed? To be honest, you don’t even have to be a mechanic, but take the manure out to the fields, and you get a hat. What are you doing?!
Anatoly knew camp expressions and sometimes used them.
- Shelter! - he said. - I can apply the grease. Shape it up?
- Go, go - show yourself in the village. You can't wait, I can see. Everyone will laugh!..
- He who laughs last laughs.
With these words, Anatoly left the house. True, I couldn’t wait to show off the hat more widely, perhaps even let someone hold it in their hands—whose hands were clean.
He went to the river, where on Sundays amateurs with fishing rods hung out on the bank.
They rated the hat differently: some laughed, some said it was good, it covers their eyes from the sun... Some said nothing at all - a hat and a hat, not a magpie’s nest on its head. And only one...
It was him, in fact, that Anatoly wanted to see. He is a literature teacher, a small, malicious man. The eyes are like the devil’s, glowing and laughing. He won’t say a word without a hint. Anatoly suspected that it was because of his easy hand that he became a Moron. One day they quarreled with him. Anatoly and two others contracted to re-wire the school's electrical wiring (the old one had deteriorated and peeled off due to lime). Anatoly was just in the teachers' room when this little one asked:
- And lower one end here: there will be a table lamp here.
“No table lamps,” answered Anatoly. - As it was, so it will be - we carry on as usual.
- The old one was canceled.
- When?
- In the seventeenth year.
Anatoly was offended.
- Listen... you are a very scientist, right?
- So... average. And what?
- And the fact that... there’s no need to make jokes here. Clear? No need.
“I won’t,” agreed the teacher. He took the end of the wire, connected it to the common line and skillfully lowered it to the table. And turned on the socket.
Anatoly did not watch how he worked, he did his job. And when the teacher, satisfied, left the staff room, Anatoly unscrewed the socket and disconnected the end. Then they quarreled. Anatoly stated that “there is no need to be willful! As it was, so it will be. Clear?" The teacher said: “I want it to be clear here at the table. Why are you being mischievous?” - “Because... you know? - There’s no point in taking me for a show-off! Clear? Otherwise, there are too many scientists - you won’t get through, you won’t get through.” For some reason, Anatoly disliked the teacher. Why? - He himself didn’t understand. The teacher spoke politely, did not want to offend...
Whenever Anatoly met a teacher on the street, he was the first to politely greet... and look into Anatoly’s eyes - directly and cheerfully. Perhaps I didn’t like those eyes. Harmful eyes! No, it was he who sent “Moron” through the village, that’s for sure.
The teacher sat on a snag, looking at the float. He looked back at the steps, said hello, rather mechanically... He turned to his float. Then he looked back again... Anatoly was looking at him from above, from the shore. He looked at him point-blank, condescendingly, with narrowed eyes.
- Hello! - said the teacher. - And I look: some strange shadow has formed on the water... What is it, I think? And I had no idea that it was a hat. Nice hat! Where did you buy it?
“In the city,” Anatoly picked up this tone—calm, emphatically calm. He decided to let the “scientist” feel that it was not the gods who fired the pots, but grandfather Kuzma. - Like?
- Gorgeous hat!
Anatoly went down from the bank to the snag and squatted down.
- Does it bite?
- Badly. How much does a hat like this cost?
- Expensive.
- Mmm. Well, now we need to take care of it. At night you need to wrap it in newspaper. In the net - and on the wall. Otherwise, the brim will wrinkle,” the teacher looked sideways, cheerfully, at Anatoly, at his hat...
- Thanks for the advice. Why push the joint? Mm?
- Like this? - the teacher did not understand.
- Yes, these looks... sideways - why? You need to look directly - openly, honestly. Why look sideways at people? No need.
- Yes... Thanks also for the advice, for the science. I won't do it again. So... sometimes for some reason you want to look sideways, God knows why.
- This is disrespect.
- Absolutely right. Bad manners! You teach, you learn these rules of good manners, and that’s it... Thank you for your remark. I, too, am only a first-generation intellectual. Thank you very much.
— Rules of good manners?
- Yes. And what?
— Do they study such rules?
- They are studying.
- What are the rules for a sarcastic tone?
- Uh, here... it’s Mother Nature herself who decides. Only your own talent. Talent, if you will.
- It’s biting!
The teacher pulled the fishing rod... Empty.
“The small fry is playing around,” he said.
- Muli.
- What?
- We call these little things mulishki. A mule is such a small little fish... Do you think it is more advisable to sit with a fishing rod than, for example, with a book?
- Come on!.. They make my head swell. You read, you read... Sometimes you need to think. It's not harmful either. Is it true?
- It depends on what direction you think in. You can, for example, think hard all day, but it turns out that you were thinking about how to break the trap's magazine. Or, let’s say, to annoy your mother-in-law...
The teacher laughed.
- No, such thoughts will not come to mind while wearing a hat. The hat, you know, rounds out thoughts. But the thought about the mother-in-law is still a rather angular thought, with jagged edges.
- Well, what are you thinking about? With a fishing rod?
- Yes, different.
- Well, still?
- Well, for example, I think how... How old are you? — the teacher looked at Anatoly cheerfully. For some reason he remembered “Moron”.
- Fourty. And what?
- And I'm forty. Don’t you want to kick off your shoes, take off your shirt, and walk around the village like that? A?
Anatoly clenched his teeth... He paused and smiled through force.
- No, I don’t want to.
- So I’m the only one... Seriously, I’m sitting and thinking: it would be nice to walk barefoot through the village! - the teacher spoke sincerely. - Oh, that would be nice! But you won’t get through... Figurines!
“Yes...” Anatoly drawled vaguely. He picked up a pebble at his feet and wanted to throw it into the water, but remembered that the teacher was fishing, left the pebble in his palm and put it in its place. And he said incomprehensibly: “Well, well, well...
“Listen,” the teacher spoke hotly and seriously, “let’s take off our shoes and shirts and go for a walk!” What the heck! Together. I won’t dare alone... We’ll talk about something, we won’t pay attention to anyone. And you can even wear a hat!
Anatoly stood up, playing with his cheekbones.
“I suggest taking off your pants then.” Otherwise it’s hot.
- Well, well, you didn’t understand me.
“Everything is clear, dear comrade, everything is clear.” Keep thinking... in the same direction.
Anatoly waddled along the bank... He walked about five meters away, took off his hat, scooped up water with it, drank... He shook off his hat, put it back on his head and walked on. He didn’t look back at the teacher. He sang pretendingly nonchalantly:
I was driving home,
I thought about you;
My brilliant thought was confused and torn...
He paused and said quietly to himself:
“I saw all of you in the coffin.” In white slippers.
